ticket to pay for it. Not that I wanted particularly to
go to bed with any of them, but it was an exhilaration
to meet people who defied all the ogreish mustn'ts
which had dominated everyone I had met till then, and
who weren't afraid of owning to what they did. They
talked communism, sex, birth control, art, each other's
novels, with an enthusiasm that seemed to care little
whether you listened or not. Those who were certain
were magnificently dictatorial, and even those who were
diffident were informed. Towards drink they had an
almost religious attitude; many of them, I believe, would
have been genuinely shocked if they heard that you
hadn't been to a pub yesterday. They were boastful,
egotistical, lying and vain. You were on intjpiiate terms
with every one of them as soon as you met them, yet
you never knew a single one. But I thought they were
real people, the first real people I had ever seen.
I ran Freddie up an immense bill at the Eiffel Tower.
Every morning I had a pound of strawberries for break-
fast, and they were out of season. I rarely travelled
anywhere except in a taxi, and often I kept it waiting
an hour at a time. We took to starting the day with a
bottle of champagne at eleven. It would be early if
we got to bed before three o'clock. There were parties
at the Cavendish where wine, unless you otherwise
qualified it, meant only champagne, and that in
magnums, and where port, if you ordered it, appeared
in magnums too. Someone would take the whim to
summon a negro band, and dancing would go on tiH
five in the morning. Freddie gave me money to buy
shoes and hats and clothes and chocolates. We lived at
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